THE PLUTUS, 122-144

WE.    Eh, but I'm horribly afraid of Zeus !

CHR. Aye, say you so, you cowardliest God alive ?

What! do you think the imperial power of Zeus

And all his thunderbolts were worth one farthing,

Could you but see, for ever so short a time ?
WE.    Ah, don't say that, you wretches !
CHR.                                               Don't be frightened !

I'll prove that you're fur stronger, mightier far

Than Zeus.

WE.                     You 11 prove that / am ?

CHR.                                                         Easily.

Come, what makes Zeus the Ruler of the Gods ?
CA.     His silver.    He's the wealthiest of them.
CHR.                                                                  Well,

Who gives him all his riches ?

CA,                                                  Our friend here.

CIIR. And for whose sake do mortals sacrifice

To Zeus ?

CA.                For his : and pray straight out for wealth.

CHR. Tis all his doing : and 'tis he can quickly

Undo it if he will.

WK.                               How mean you that ?

CHR. 1 mean that nevermore will mortal man

Bring ox, or cake, or any sacrifice,

If such thy will.
WK.                            How so ?

CIIR.                                        How can he buy

A gift to oifor, if thy power deny

The needful silver ?   Single-handed, thou,

If 2eus prove troublesome, canst crush his power,
WE.    Men sacrifice to Zeus for ME ?
CHR.                                                They do.

And whatsoever in the world is bright,
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